84                         PASTOR HALL

Peter Hofer. You pour the baby out with the bath. What
matters is what a man lives for and how he dies, Herr
Pastor, There's the rub.... In this camp there was a
man called Erich Muehsam, and he was a poet. His
crime? That he upheld the cause of the people, that he
believed in freedom and justice for all. The Nazis
couldn't forgive him that, that's why they maimed him
till he died, and when he was dead hanged up his body
and said that he'd taken a rope and hanged himself.
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Peter Hofer. When once these walls fall down, so much
that is terrible will come to light that it will be like
Gethsemane. The sun will darken, and the beasts will
howl. Before Muehsam died, the Nazis played a joke
on him. One day they came into his cell, took him out
and pushed him against the wall. They released the
safety catches of their revolvers and one of them said,
"Now, Muehsam, you sing us a song, the Horst Wessel
Lied; we know very well that you're a famous operatic
singer.'' Muehsam was silent. "What, you swine, you
refuse to obey? If you don't sing, we shoot you."
Muehsam was silent. Thereupon they put a spade in
his hands and told him to dig his grave. As I said, it
was only a joke. Muehsam dug, without saying a word
and without flickering an eyelash. They watched him
for a time, as you know they were just joking, then they
put him against the wall once more and cried: "This is
getting too stupid for us, either you sing, or we shoot."
They raised their guns and counted. It wasn't a joke for
Muehsam. He thought his last hour had come. And do